
Three COVID Blessings 

So o$en, when big things happen, it seems that we have our “ah-ha” moments, 
when the penny drops. This can come with various events, be it anniversaries, 
re=rements, or even a special stage performance. I don’t know about you but I 
have had my share of experiences of “I won’t forget this!” And of course, In spite 
of my best inten=ons, I do o$en forget the lesson. Having said this, and reminding 
myself of my own frailty, I do think that there are at least three things that I do not 
want to forget about this COVID =me. I do not want to forget the importance of 
rela=onships. I do not want to close my eyes to nature. And there is something 
about my tribal self that I do not want to remain lurking in my unconscious. 

Let me start with the importance of rela=onships. This sounds preLy motherhood 
and apple pie, but the last four months has really tested our connectedness to 
others. We have needed to meet virtually rather than in person. We have had to 
celebrate through drive-by gradua=ons. We have mourned at a distance. While I 
know that “something is beLer than nothing”, my experience is that there is 
something fundamentally missing in the personal exchanges at-a-distance. 

It might seem that my area, psychiatry is the area of medicine most likely to do 
well with virtual mee=ngs. I do not need to physically touch my pa=ents to look 
for lumps and bumps. But it feels quite different to meet someone for the first 
=me by phone or video link. I do not get to see all of the nuance of body language, 
of how someone comes into the room or leaves. I long ago realized that I am not 
conscious of many of these observa=ons, I just take them in and when something 
is unusual, I experience a feeling that something “doesn’t fit”. That gives me the 
opportunity to consciously ask myself, and perhaps the other person directly 
about that something that doesn’t fit. But video link seems to filter at least some 
of that out.  

The other day, I became aware that it is not just from the perspec=ve of a 
listener / observer that I experience something missing. I became aware that I am 
not sure that I can fully communicate my own thoughts and cares, dreams and 
passions, sugges=ons and direc=ves when I am not physically present. This is most 
cri=cal, in my mind, to the connec=ons with people who are close to me.  



To not be able to reach out and touch them literally has been one of those things 
that I ini=ally did not think much about. I have Dianne and son Glen in my bubble, 
so it is not like I have no access to physical touch. But it was odd being in my 
daughter’s back yard and being so close to my granddaughters, yet not being able 
to hug them. They were oh-so-good at following the rules, bless them. But it was 
oh-so-incomplete. Thankfully, our bubbles have now joined! It really reminds me 
that I need to not ever take for granted my rela=onships, my close family, those I 
want to literally reach out and touch. These are the ones who really maLer to me 
in my life. 

Now I have met a couple of people through work who clearly were more 
comfortable with mee=ng virtually, rather than in person. It seems to me that this 
is the excep=on which proves the rule. These people have had very tough lives, 
suffering hardship and personal aLack in various forms. What helped for them to 
meet virtually was a sense of safety for them. These were people who had too 
many experiences of hurt and harm when they were personally vulnerable. Having 
the ability to not be touched violently if they spoke of sensi=ve things actually felt 
safer for them. But for me, it was a reminder how much I need the whole person 
present when I am at my most open or vulnerable, these are my most human 
moments. 

You may know that my mother died a few weeks ago at the age of 103… preLy 
good innings, as they say. We did the best we could, but my funeral experience 
was si\ng in my home, projec=ng to my family who connected from Saskatoon, 
Regina and other points in Western Canada. It was the best we could do, but we 
remained incompletely connected. There seems to be something le$ to do at 
some point; something in person, and I do not want to forget that. I do not want 
to forget how important other people are to me, and the very experience of being 
in their physical presence is important. Their hugs and handshakes are important. 
I am created as a whole physical/mental/spiritual person, and being with 
someone else as a whole physical/mental/spiritual person cannot be fully 
replaced. Thank goodness for Zoom, but it is not the whole enchilada…  And I 
recall that Jesus was present as a whole physical/mental/spiritual person all those 
twenty centuries ago. Perhaps this helps me understand why I some=mes struggle 



to feel the reality of Jesus; because it is hard to experience the physical/mental/
spiritual whole of Him. 

I don’t want to forget how important it is for me to experience my loved ones, and 
how important it is for me to fully “be there” with them. Thank you COVID for 
reminding me. 

Secondly, there are the eyes for nature which have awoken in me. Peggy spoke of 
this some a couple of weeks ago. I think that my life is like many; full of busy-ness. 
I usually go from home to work, vaguely aware of the world around me while I 
make sure that my car does not connect with the Toyota in front of me, or the 
F-150 beside me. Occasionally I will no=ce a sunrise (at the right =me of year), or 
something else about my drive, but I am honestly preLy remote from the natural 
world between keeping track of the car and listening to CBC radio. 

Part of the sanity plan while living and working from home was to start going for a 
walk or bike ride every day. It was not just the sanity plan, but also the only way to 
avoid too much weight gain when my office was about 7 steps from the fridge. 

Low and behold, when I am out there, only going 6 km/hr instead of 60, I see 
things differently. I saw the crocuses showing the first bit of green in the brown 
le$-overs from winter. I saw them start to bud, and then was amazed at the 
number of them on the hill overlooking Nose Creek… and wondered whether 
there were that many the year before. Honestly, I could not be sure because I had 
not gone up there with any regularity. 

And a$er the crocuses, there were these bright yellow flowers that I had to go 
look up to be sure; wild golden beans it turns out. Bright and commanding as 
more green appeared on the hill. And I was able to watch further as the crocus 
turned into the seeds, looking more like a floral version of Albert Einstein’s hair. 
How much have I missed all of these =mes I did not look, did not pay aLen=on, 
and ignored the beauty around me. And I started to wonder just how old those 
par=cular crocus bulbs were… 5 years, 50 years, maybe longer. How much is there 
that I really do not know about the world around me! 

I have watched the water go up and down, and back up in Nose Creek. Is this the 
first =me this has happened; of course not! So much has gone on that I have 



blissfully ignored. It does not need my eye to see it to make it happen, but that 
just tells me that it is I who misses out. And so I now think that if a tree falls in the 
forest, and no one is there to hear it… it s=ll makes a sound. The world of nature 
does not NEED me or anyone else to see it for it to be wonderful and beau=ful. 
Surely if God “sees the liLle sparrow fall”, the glory of nature is part of the glory of 
God’s world. My world is richer when I no=ce. 

Thank you COVID for helping me slow down to see the wonder and beauty around 
me. May I not forget to stop and look; to look and to take in the world around me. 
And may I share that fascina=on and celebra=on with my grandchildren. Thank 
you COVID. 

Finally, I come to a different kind of blessing that has come with COVID-=me; the 
heightened awareness of “us” and “them”; “my tribe” and “not my tribe”. This has 
made an appearance in many ways, from the links of COVID with Chinese wet 
markets, to the “Black Lives MaLer” protests, to the hearings for City Council on 
racial prejudice. Here I am, the very picture of white male privilege. I could be a 
poster-boy (although I might want to lose a few pounds before the photo-shoot). 

I reflect on how my life has evolved, from a preLy middle-class white upbringing 
in Saskatoon with almost no exposure to blacks or people of colour while I grew 
up. I don’t know that there was a plan that made it so at a conscious level, but 
urban life was preLy well insulated from indigenous culture, and of course there 
was very limited talk about indigenous history, aside from the Riel Rebellion. We 
did get to go on a day trip to Batoche and see at least three bullet holes in an old 
building there. On the whole, my head knows that it was important in many ways, 
but it was not terribly impressive for a 13-year-old white boy, I’m afraid. It had no 
meaning for me, no context to even try to connect it with life in the present for 
me or my friends. 

ALending Medical School in Saskatoon in the 70’s, there was no real discussion of 
inclusion of visible minori=es and indigenous persons in our admissions. We were 
feeling self-righteous that we were essen=ally 50:50 female to male. I guess that 
tells me that equity and where we see the edge of injus=ce may shi$ over =me - 
maybe this task of welcome and inclusion is never done. 



Then I have 40 years of living in Calgary as a white male doctor… the white 
privilege, surrounded by friends who look like me, for the most part. It is easy to 
become complacent and think that there is really no issue with racism that I can 
connect with in my life… not MY life. 

And then COVID-=me came and said something to me; it said something about 
the ‘tribe’ I live in. I look back and I look around myself now and see how easy it is 
to keep people around me that look like me, and that have histories like mine. It is 
comfortable. I do not think that is necessarily all that much of a problem. The real 
problem is that along with the comfort for the “we” and “us”, is what I think and 
feel about the “other”; the “them”, the “not my tribe”. Too o$en the thoughts and 
feelings gravitate to cri=cism, denigra=on, fear and anger. So, instead of being 
curious about the culture of various indigenous tribes of western Canada, the 
early interac=ons focused more on the economic advantages of trade, and later 
on ways to take control of the land for seLlement. Of course, the easiest way to 
do this is to label a people as “lesser”, or “savage”, or “uneducated”, or whatever 
nega=ve label seems convenient at the =me. Whatever comes out of our mouths, 
it is the idea of the favored “us” against the “different them”; and the difference is 
somehow bad with that other tribe. 

I think about how this subtly has shaped my view of the world, especially my local 
world. When I am not conscious of the slippery, steady pull of this kind of 
prejudice, it is so easy to be judgmental, and closed in my thinking. I stop being 
curious about the other… of their background, their family connec=ons, their life 
events, and the experiences which bring them to today. Being curious takes =me 
and effort. It is easy to apply labels to others, especially others who look different 
from me. And since labels are mental ways to sort informa=on quickly, that 
becomes a convenient way to move through my daily life.  

So… between vo=ng for Donald Trump and denying the reality of Corona Virus, 
American Republicans are just plain stupid these days – right? And that gets me 
where? It gets me precisely nowhere that is good. It gives me no real 
understanding, and nothing posi=ve to base any ac=on upon, no construc=ve way 
to relate to this other tribe. Perhaps I need to think again… 



We have some readings today that remind us that the “us-them” divide is not 
new, and also not the way of love, or peace, or hope. 

1 John 2:11. But anyone who hates a brother or sister is in the darkness and walks 
around in the darkness. They do not know where they are going, because the 
darkness has blinded them. 

I can iden=fy with the sense of blindness, and the only thing we need to be clear 
about from this is the ques=on of “who is my brother or sister”? Maybe this is 
beLer asked in terms of “who is not my brother or sister”? 

 The next reading comes from the story of the choice of David as the 
anointed king of Israel by Samuel. The first of the older brothers is seen and we 
hear the story: 

1 Samuel 16:7 But the LORD said to Samuel, "Do not consider his appearance or 
his height, for I have rejected him. The LORD does not look at the things people 
look at. People look at the outward appearance, but the LORD looks at the heart." 

In this case, we have someone who may look the part, but is not chosen by God. 
We are called upon to look not at the outward signs, the indica=ons of a visible 
difference even if they look very good, but to look to the hearts of those around 
us. Which brings me back to the understanding that the best way to get through 
my own assump=ons and un-examined ideas is through curiosity. What does lie in 
the heart of this person? How did it grow to be so? 

So, I have one more thing to thank COVID for; to thank this =me for reminding me 
of my own need to be curious about others, to try to care more for who they are 
in their heart than what my first impression might think. Their tribe is not as 
important as their heart. 

COVID-=me, with all of your hardships and losses, with the deaths and economic 
tragedies, you have brought me gi$s which I wish to cherish.  

I pray that I do not lose track of the importance of those close to my heart; that I 
never take them for granted. 



I pray that I con=nue to keep my eyes open to the wonder of the natural world 
around me, for when I stop no=cing, my life is so much poorer. 

And I pray that I remember to be curious about people who are different to me, 
be it different in obvious outside ways, or different in other more subtle ways such 
as their gender iden=ty. May I be curious about what lies in their hearts more 
than what lies in my beliefs and assump=ons. 
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